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passed Ottley's billiard saloon; now he paused before
Locke's Family Hotel.

He knew this was a bawdy shop. He had been
there once or twice in his wealthier days. Now there
were lights in the window; someone was playing a
piano. They were singing. Oh yes, it was Christmas
Eve, when everyone must be jolly 1 He went in and
his fantasy continued, for he could not tell you what,
during the next hour, his speech and his actions were,

There was Fanny Clarke. She was sitting on his
knee. He put his hand inside her dress; she rubbed
her cheek against his. Someone gave him sausage
and bread to eat. They were all eating bread and
sausages. Someone gave him whisky to drink. The)
were all drinking. There was mistletoe hanging
from the lamp in the centre of the room, the roon
where the oil-cloth had yellow and black squares, anc
the big black cat reared on its hind legs spitting, anc
Fanny's breasts were warm and firm and he woul(
kiss her under the mistletoe, but it was Tom Caul'
unshaven cheek that he touched. Tom Caul whc
standing in open shirt and trousers, was spittinj
out pips from the orange that he was eating, am
they struck the hard shining oil-cloth, and Tom'
hairy chest was bare, sweat gleamed on it, for th
room was very hot,

But Mike was sober enough. Oh yes, th
Inquisitor with the broken neck could find nothin
to criticize here, so he led Caul aside and, ver
seriously, his hand on Caul's shoulde^ dropping h:
voice so that no one should hear, said: * The be:
way to kill him is to press your fingers into his necl
It wouldn't take much to throttle him.'

4 Sure/ said Caul   ' That's a good way/